HOME DEVELOPMENT
AS we were flying across the Pontine Marshes,
the small unenclosed airplane descended to
a level of about three hundred feet, and, in the
gesture language of aviators, the pilot drew my
attention to the ground beneath, which had
already been drained. Under Mussolini's regime,
there is now being completed on the grand scale,
a work which two thousand years ago the Romans
and subsequently the popes had vainly attempted.
An area of hundreds of square miles in which,
up till now, no one had been able to live, except
for a few months in the shooting season when
the hunters inhabiting the surrounding hills spent
a nomadic existence there, has at length been
rendered habitable, with the result that in ten
years or so there will be a population of many
thousands in a region which has hitherto been
rendered deadly by malaria. All this countryside
was now spread beneath my eyes like a map.
I could see the parallel lines marking the new
ploughlands, could recognise the main canals
and their feeders, dug in order to drain the marsh
waters away into the sea.
A few days later I made a motor excursion
through   the   same   district,   accompanied   by